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the effrontery to think the words : * She hasn't a moral
about her/ entitles you to damages ? "
Her voice rang out angrily : " I have morals. They may
not be yours, but they may be just as good, perhaps better.
I'm not a hypocrite, anyway."
Again she saw him look at her, there was a gleam in his
eyes; and she knew she had made another mistake.
" We'll leave my morals out of the question, Miss Ferrar.
But we'll go a little farther into what you say are yours.
In your own words, it should depend on temperament,
circumstances, environment, whether you conform to
morality or not ? "
She stood silent, biting her lip.
"Answer, please."
She inclined her head.    " Yes."
" Very good ! " He had paused, turning over his papers,
and she drew back in the box. She had lost her temper—
had made him lose his ,• at all costs she must keep her
head now ! In this moment of search for her head she took
in everything—expressions, gestures, even the atmosphere
—the curious dramatic emanation from a hundred and
more still faces; she noted the one lady juryman, the
judge breaking the nib of a quill, with his eyes turned
away from it as if looking at something that had run
across the well of the Court. Yes, and down there, the
lengthening lip of Mr. Settlewhite, Michael's face turned
up at her with a rueful frown, Fleur Mont's mask with
red spots in the cheeks, Alec's clenched hands, and his
eyes fixed on her. A sor of comic intensity about it all!
If only she were the size of Alice in c Wonderland,' and
could take them all in her hands and shake them like a
pack of cards—so motionless, there, at her expense ! That
sarcastic brute had finished fiddling with his papers, and
she moved forward again to attention in the Box.

